LETTERS FROM INDIA.

two beautiful pilot fish, is swimming under the
window, much nearer to us than the organ-
man now under your window is to you. When
we sat giggling for days together on the lawn
at Langley, we never expected to be parted so
entirely and in such an outlandish or outeeaish
way.

February 13.

We had a little breeze two days ago that has
advanced us sixty miles, but it has been a dead
calm again the last twenty-four hours. There
is a brig in sight, and if it should be homeward
bound this will be packed up and forwarded.

Wednesday, February 18.

We never saw any more of that brig, but we
got into the N.W. monsoon on the evening of
the 14th, and have had three days' excellent
sailing, 150 miles a day, and the sea as smooth
as*the Thames. We are now only 350 miles
from the Sandheads, and had expected to be
there on Saturday evening, but the wind has
fallen very light again, and we shall hardly
have the pilot on board before Monday. The
time of the pilot's arrival decides all our bets
and lotteries. We shall not come to an anchor
for twenty-four hours after that, and in the